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Tipping the Pool Boy 


Every two weeks, like clockwork, Taylor turned up at the house in the hills. Like the buildings around it, it was 
impressive with a sweeping drive and, he speculated, more rooms than the building's single occupant needed. 
The house was in such a place that it had a stunning view of Los Angeles, one that he admired whenever he 


had to clean the man’s pool. 
He'd never been inside the house. He had no need to. Taylor was there to quietly clean the pool and leave. From 
the brief conversations that he'd had with the house's owner, he knew that the man's name was Dave and 


that he was a musician. A very rich and successful musician. 


Pulling up to the gated house, Taylor leaned out of his truck and pressed the intercom. It crackled for a 


moment before an accented female voice answered. 
"Yes?" 
"Hello, it's Hawkins Pool Services. I'm here to clean the pool." 


The gates buzzed and squealed as they began to open. Swinging on to the drive, Taylor parked beside a neatly 


manicure hedge and hopped out of the truck. He collected his equipment from the back and made his way 
through the wrought iron gate and in to the pool area 


As always, it was empty. There was no one around, which was just how Taylor liked it. Trees bordered the 
pool, throwing shadow over part of it and a grill sat beside the house. From the dull sheen of the metal, it 
looked as though it was well used. Beer bottle littered the table beside it. 


He dumped everything beside the pool and quietly got to work. It normally took him around an hour to clean 
everything out and treat the water. He was in his early twenties with a curtain of sun-blonde hair that kissed 
his cheeks. His skin had seen a fair amount of sun and, as the hour wore on, Taylor stripped off his shirt and 
tossed it on top of a bucket as the sweat began to prickle his skin. His body was small and tight, a by-product 
of his work and the free time that he spent surfing. 


As he fished the leaves from the water, he became aware of something at the back of his neck, a pressure 
that seemed to be boring in to his skin Lifting his head, Taylor looked over his shoulder and found the house's 
owner leaning against the door frame. Their arms were crossed over their chest and their eyes, hidden behind 
a pair of aviator sunglasses, were firmly trained on him. They were clad in black jeans and a faded black t- 
shirt and their long, dark hair curled around their shoulders. The perpetual knot of worry that seemed to be 
embedded in their forehead was on show. 


Taylor swallowed around his suddenly dry throat and lifted a hand in greeting. "H-Hey, Mr Grohl” 

He turned back to the pool and continued with what he was doing. His job was to be seen and not heard, 
cleaning away the debris and making sure the pool was in working order before disappearing like a ghost. To be 
truthful, he'd thought that Dave was away, on tour maybe or doing a chat show somewhere. Taylor had seen 
him on TV and had even listened to some of his music. It wasn't Taylor's kind of thing. He preferred classic 


disco to the roaring rock music that Dave put out. 


Behind him, he heard footsteps walk across the patio and Dave drop himself onto one of the poolside chairs. 
Taylor felt a shiver snap down his spine. He wasn’t used to being watched and he wasn't sure if he liked it. 


As he placed the long-handled net to one side, he heard Dave speak up. 
"You missed a leaf. Far side of the pool." 


Taylor tried to contain his exasperated sigh and, picking up the net, he bent over and stretched to reach the 


wayward leaf. Behind him, he heard the older man give a low growl. 
"Yeah, like that Taylor." 


There was a pause as Taylor dumped the leaf into the bucket and placed the net back to one side. As he was 
straightening up, the man behind him spoke again. 


"Come here." 


That caused him to straighten up. He wasn't to his clients talking to him. He wasn't used to them even seeing 
him. Most of them wanted him to be the perpetual ghost, coming and going on their whims. He most certainly 
wasn't used to them sitting behind him and critiquing his work. 


Turning, he walked over to Dave and stood at the foot of the chair. The man looked up at him, his eyes stil 
hidden by the sunglasses. He appeared to look Taylor up and down as though he was a piece of meat. Taylor 
had to admit it to himself that Dave wasn't a bad looking guy. He didn't appear to have had any cosmetic work 
done and his arms were covered with tattoos. He looked like the classic bad guy except that, Taylor suspected, 


with a heart of gold beneath that hardened exterior. 
Dave sat up a little and spread his legs, one hand falling to rest on his groin. "Get on your knees, Taylor.” 
Taylor's eyebrows shot up. "Why?" 


The dark haired man grinned. "Because you're gonna suck my cock Ever sucked the dick of someone whose pool 


you clean?" 

Taylor shook his head. 

"Ever sucked a dick before?" Dave asked. 

Again, he shook his head. 

"Perfect. A nice little virgin for me to defile. Get on your knees." 


Taylor didn't know what else to do. If he denied Dave then the older man could tell everyone else that Taylor 
was a lousy worker. His business would dry up and eventually he'd go bankrupt. Or, he could do as the other 


man asked, and carry on with his day. 


Kneeling on the hard surface, he watched as Dave unzipped his jeans and pulled his half hard cock out. Taylor 
had to admire his forthrightness; no one else had ever spoken to him in such a way and, deep down, it was 
turning him on Being ordered around, especially by someone as powerful as Dave, was definitely an aphrodisiac 


and Taylor could feel his own cock hardening inside his baggy shorts. 


Inching closer, Taylor cautiously wrapped his hand around the base of Dave's cock. The hard flesh pulsed 
against his palm and Taylor admired its size. Dave wasn't took large but had a good girth to him and Taylor 
found himself wondering what it would be like to have someone like the dark haired man fucking him. He'd been 
hit on by both sexes so it wasn't outside of the realms of imagination that he'd fantasised about being with 
men. There was a guy that Taylor regularly surfed with. Tall and well built, Taylor had often thought about 


the other man holding him down and going to town on his virgin ass. Maybe Dave would have that pleasure? 


He leaned closer and wrapped his lips around the head. Pre-come trickled over his tongue and, above him, Dave 
groaned and lifted his hips a little. Still unsure of himself, Taylor began to suck, his tongue wrapping around the 
head and licking away the fluid that leaked from the slit. The taste was alien but not completely unpleasant and 
Taylor wondered if it was true that you could taste what someone had been eating and drinking in their come. 


If that was the case, he suspected that Dave would taste of meat and beer. 


A hand knotted in his hair and pushed him lower, Dave grunting above him. "Yeah, Taylor. Can't believe you've 
never sucked a dick before. You've got a good fuckin’ mouth for it. Nice and soft." 


Taylor coughed as his mouth opened wider to accommodate the other man's cock. He could feel the head 
pressing against the back of his mouth and instinctively he attempted to pull back only for Dave's hand to hold 
him in place. He tried not to struggle as the other man began to rock his hips, pushing himself into Taylor's 
mouth as he alternated with pulling the pool boy's head up. 


"Yeah, you're gonna be good at this. Think I'm gonna get you to come and clean the pool once a week. Maybe 
every other day. How's that sound? Want to come here and suck my dick once you've cleaned my pool? And if 
you're really good, maybe I'll keep you around. Can find plenty for you to do ‘round here. But you'd have to do 
it naked because, damn, | want to see that fine little body of yours every day of the fuckin’ week. No hiding it 
underneath those baggy shorts you wear." 


Taylor could feel the redness rising to his cheeks and he coughed around the other man's cock. His saliva 
dripped down the hard shaft and pooled in the thatch of dark hair. Finally, the hand in his hair pulled him back 
and, with wide eyes, Taylor sat back on his heels to look up at the other man. Dave grinned down at him and 
gestured for him to stand. 


"Take your shorts off. I'm gonna nail your ass and send you on your way." 


Without saying a word, Taylor did as he was asked. Kicking the shorts to one side, he stood before Dave, his 
own cock proudly erect. Taylor stroked himself as he looked down at the man spread on the recliner. He was 
feeling a lot more confident about his choice, the lust swirling through his body. He wanted Dave's cock inside 


of him, wanted to feel the pain and pleasure before his own orgasm exploded through him. 

"Turn ‘round and sit on my cock." Dave's grin turned to a sneer and Taylor felt his stomach tighten 

He did as he was asked and offered his ass to the older man Large, calloused hands landed on his ass cheeks 
and pushed them apart, exposing his puckered entrance. He heard Dave make a noise in the back of his throat 
and, a moment later, a glob of warm, wet spit landed on his hole. The hands on his ass began to pull him down 
and Taylor whined as the other man's cock began to breach him. The pain flared through him,making his legs 
tighten, but Dave didn't stop pulling him down until his cock was settled in Taylor's ass. 

"God, | love a virgin," he purred. "You're all the same. Real skittish and tight as fuck." 


Moaning softly, Taylor let his head hang forward. Sweat dripped down his back and his legs shook as he bent 


them beneath him. When a hand slapped his ass, he took the hint and wriggled around Dave's cock. 
"That's it, pool slut," Dave hissed. "Get movin’. Ride my cock good and hard" 


He slowly began to rise and fall, the pain still making him flinch. Yet the pain began to melt away the more he 
moved. It was replaced with a rolling pleasure that swirled through his stormach and made him see red. His own 
pained gasps were replaced with guttural moans. Wrapping a hand around his own cock, Taylor began to stroke 


himself and tease his orgasm closer. 
"Your ass is just suckin’ my cock in," the older man said. "| love watching it. Could watch this all day." 


Taylor moaned as his ass was slapped again and he began to move a little faster, determined to pleasure the 


powerful man beneath him. 


"Gonna make you do this again and again. Gonna do it and make your legs shake. Gonna make you scream so 
loud the neighbours in the valley will know my name. Maybe bend you over that fence and fuck you in full 
view of them. They'll love seeing your tight little body, too." 


The dirty talk was driving Taylor closer and closer to the edge. It had been a few months since he'd last had a 
good orgasm. That had been with his last girlfriend. She'd dumped when she'd found out that he enjoyed 
fantasising about the beefy surfers down at Laguna Beach. He'd been jerking off since then but it was no 
replacement for actually getting laid. 


Or getting nailed in the ass. 


"Yes," he softly moaned. "Oh, Mr Grohl, fuck yes. Please. Give me more. Make me come. Wanna come all over 


your patio. Wanna scream your name." 

He could feel Dave's cock growing a little harder inside of him and Taylor prepared himself. The hands on his 
hips gripped him tighter and slammed him down as Dave let out a deep groan. Warmth flooded him and Taylor 
threw his head back, his hand furiously stroking his cock as his own orgasm exploded. Strings of come 


splattered against the patio and Taylor lost himself in the pleasure that washed over him. 


For a few moments, they sat like that until yet another slap on his tiny ass pulled him back in to the land of 
the living. 


"Good job, Taylor," Dave purred. "You can come back tomorrow and finish cleaning the pool." 


Taylor smirked to himself. This was an arrangement he could easily get used to. 


